
The HiprU ef 

The very bottome and the foule of Hope, 

The very lift, the very vtmoft bound 
Of all our Fortunes. 

Dowg. Fayth.andfo wefhould. 

Where now rcmaincs a fvveet reuerfion. 

Wemay boldly fpend vpon the hope ofwhatt’istoconae in 
A comfort of retirement Hues in this. 

Hot. Arandeuous,ahomctofly vnto. 

If that theDiuell and Mifchance looke big 
Vpon themaydenheadofour affaires. 

Wor, But yet I would your Father had been heefe : 

The qualitie and heire of our attempt 
Brookes no deuifion,it will be thought 
By fome, that know not why heis away, 

That wifedome, loyalty, and mecrc diflike 
Of our proceedings, kept the Earle from henefe. 

And thinke, how fuch an apprehenfion 
May turne the tide of fearefull faction. 

And breed a kind ofqueftion in our caufe { 

For, well you know, we of the o firing fide, 

Muft keepe aloofe from find: arbitre'ment, 

And flop all fight-holes, cuery loope, from whence 
The eye of reafon may prie in vpon vs : 

This abfence of your Father dra wes a curtairie, 

That ffiewes the ignorant, a kind of feare 
Before not dreamt of. 

Hot. Y ou ftr&ine too farre. 

I ratherof his abfence makethis vfe, 

Itlendes a luftre and more great opinion, 

A larger dare to y our great enterprise, 

Then if the Earle were hcere : for hien nauft thinke, 

If we without his helpe, can nuke a head 
To puffi againft theKingdonie, with his helpe. 

We fhall, or nlrne it topfic turuy downc : 

Yet all goes well, yet all ourioynts are whole. 

Dong. As heart can thinke, thcrcis not fuch a word 
Speke of in Scotland, at this dcamc of feare. 

Enter Sir Tgh. Vernon. 
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Henrie the fourth. 

Hot- My coefen Vernon, yt el come by my.foule. 

Ver. Pray God my newes be worth a.welcorne, Lord. 
TheE,arleof Wejimerlandfeixim thoufand ffrong, 
Js.marching hitherwards, with Prince Iohn. 

Hot. Noharinc.whatmore? 

Vcr. And further,! haue learnd, 

The King hinjfelfevin perfon hath fet foorth, 
Qrhithervvards intended fpeedily, 

With ffrong and mightic preparation. 

Hot. He fhall be welcome too >, Where is his Sonne, . 
The nimble- footed madcap, Prince of IVales, 

And his Cumrades, that daft.the, world afidc, 

And bid it palTe? 

Ver. All furnifht? all in Armesf 
All plumde hkeEftriges.that with the winds 
Bay ted like Eagles, hauing lately bath’d, 

Glittering in golden Coates like Images, 

As full of fpirit as the month of May*, 

Andgorgious as the Sutuic at Midfomroer$ 

Wanton as yo uthfull Goates.wildcas young Buis: 

I faw young Harry with his Bcuer on, 

His Cufhes on his thighes,gallantiy armde. 

Rife from the ground like feathered Mercury? 

And vaulted with fuch eafe into his feate, 

Asifan Angelldropt downc from the Cloudcs,- 1 
To turne and winde a fiery Pegafus, 

And witch the world with noble Horfe-manfhip. 

Hot. No more.no more*, worfethen the Sunnc in March 
This prayfc doth nourifh Agucs^ let them come, 

They comelilte Sacrifices in their trim, * 

And to the fire-eyde mayde of ftriokie Warre, 

All hot and bleeding, will ,we offer them : 

Themayled Mm fhall on his Altarfit 
Vpto the eares in Blood. I am on fire 
To heare this rich reprizall is fo nigh: 

And yet not ours. Come, let me take my Horfe, 

Who is to beare me like a thundcr-bol t, 

Againft the bofome of the Trmre ofWaUf* 
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